TALMAGE'S SERMON.

An Eloguent Discourss on '* The
Fragrance of the Gospel.”’

.i
1

The Robes of Christ Redolent of Sweet
and Lasting FPerfumes that Pene-
trate the Ionermost Receues
of the Christlan Life.

In s recent sermon at- the Brooklyn
Pabernacie Rev. T. De Witt Talmage took
for his subject “The Fragrance of the
spel.” His text was:

All Toy garments sinell of m¥reh, and aloes,
A cassia ont of the ivory paloces.—Pialms
LY. &

Among the grand adornments of the
Jity of Paris is the Chorels of Notre Dame,
MLl is great towers, and élaboridteéd rose
windows, and seulpturing of the ldst judg-
ment; with its trompeting angels and ris-
Ing dead; its battlements of guarter foll;
its sacristy, with ribhed ceiling and stat-
o8 of saiuts, DBut there was nothing in
all that building which more vividly ap-
| poaled to my plain republicsn tastes than
the costly vestments which lsid in oaken
presses—robes that had been embroidered
with gold and been worn by Popes and
érv.hhi.-:hﬂps: on grent oocasions. There
was & robe that had been worn by Pius
VIL at the crowning of the first Napo”
1son. There was also a vestment that had
Been worn st the baptism of Napoleon IT:
Az our guide opened the oaken pressos
and brought out these vestments of fabu-
lous cost and lifted them up, the fra-
granc® of the pungent aromaties in which
they had been preserved filled the place
with o sweeiness that was almost op-
reasive. Nothing that had been done

n  stone - more vividly impresssd me
than these things that bad been dons in
hi- and  FJubroidery,’ ana * perfdme:

But to-day I open the drawer of this text,
and I look upon the kingly robes of Christ,
and a5 1 lift them, flashing with eternal
Jjewels, the whole house is filled with the
sroma of these garments, which “smell of
myvrrh, and aloes, and cassia, out of the
vory palaoes.®

In my text the King steps forth. His
robes rustle and blaze as he advances,
His pomp, and power, and glory overmas-
$#r° the spectator. More brilliant is He
ahan Queen Vashtl, moving amid the Per-
#lan Princesi than Mavie Antdhfette on
he day when Louis X VL put npdd ber the
Heoklace of eight hundred didamonds; than
Anne Boleyn the day when Henry VIII.
welcomed her to hig galace; all beauty
and :all pomp forgotten, while wé stand in
fhe presence of this imperial glory.
g of Zion, King of earth, King of
Heaven, King forever! His garments not
worn ouat, not dust-bedrageled: but ra-
"at, and jeweled, and redolent. It
&5 10 they must have Heen prezadd a
iundired vears amid the flowers of Heav-
en. The wardrobes from which they have
| been taken must have been sweet with
olusters of camphire, and frankineense,
and all manner of procions wood. Do you
not inhale the Ay, ay: THey
Smell of myrrh, and alves; and vassia, out
of the irory palnces,
Your first curfosity is to know why the
robes of Christ are odorous with myrrh.
This was a bright-leafed Abyssinian
plagt. It wos trifolinted: The Greeks,
Egf™tians, Romans and Jews bought and
g0ld it nt a high price. The first present
thnt was vyer given il Christ was » prig
of my.rh, thrown dn His infant bed in
Bethlehem, and the last gift that Christ
ever bad was myrrh pressed into the cup
of His crucifixion: The natives would
take a stone and bruise the tree, and then
it would exude n gum that would saturate
all the ground benenth, This gum was
nsed for purposes of merchandise. One
plecs of it, nd larger thon a chestant,
j would whelm a whoele room with odors.
It was put in closets, in chests, in drawers,
in rooms, and its perfume adhered almost
Interminably to any thingthat was any-
swhere near it, Bo when in my text I read
at Christ's garments smell of myrrh, I
intely conclude the exquisite sweets
f Jesus. | know thet to muiny He 13
¢ any historical person, another

odors?

s WERT U, anothicr phlla ih: o} <
Borilu, anothiier Confacius, & grajd
Fubjoct far pointing, a heroie

theme for a poem, a beautiful form
for s statue, but to those who have heard
His voice, nand felt His purdou. and
recetved His benediction, He is music, and
Hght, and warmth, and thrill, and #ternal
fragrance, Bweet as a friend sticking to
you when all else betray, Lifting you up
while others try to push yon down. Not
so much like morning glories, that bloom
only when the sun i= coming up, nor like
“four o'clock’s.” that bloom only when
the sur ia going down, but like myrrh;
perpetually aromatic—the same morning,
noon and night—yesterday, to-day; for:
| ever. It scems as if we can not wear Him
out. We pot on Him all our burdens; and
afiot Him with our griefs, and set Him
foremost in all our battles, and yet He is
ready to lift, and to sympathize snd to
help. We have so imposed upon Him that
one would think in eternal affront He
it our soul: and yet to-day He ad-
saes us with the same teaderness,
dswns upon us with the samo smile, pities
ne with the same compassion.
 There is no nome like His for us. It is
more imperial than Cesar's, mores musical
than Beethoven’s, more couquering than

Clhoriemagne’s, more eloguent than
Cieero’s, Tt throbs with all life, It weeps
with all pathos. It groans with all pain,

stoops with all condescension. It

ahes with all perfume. Who like
Jesus to s¢t a broken bone, to pity a home-
leps orphan, to nurse o sick man, to take a
prodigal back without any scolding, to
iilumine & cemetery all" plowed with
graves, 1o make & gqueen unto God out of
the lost woman of the street, to catch the
tears of humnn sorrow in a lachrymatory
that shall never be broken? Who has such
an eye to soe our need, such a Hp to kiss
-awny our sorrow, such a hand to enatch
us out of the fire, such a foot to trample
onr enemies, such a keart to embrace all
our mnecesgities? 1 struggle for some
metsphor with which to express Him.
He i3 not like the bursting forth of a full
orchestra; that is too lound. He is not
I%e the sea when lashed to rage
by the tempest; that is too boisterous,
He is not like the mountain, its brow
wreathed with the lightnings; that is too
sulitary. Give us a softer type, a gentler
i ison. We have seemed to see Him
with our eyes, and to hear Him with our
enrs, and to touch Him with our hand.

h, that to-day He might appear to some
one of our five senses! Ay, the postril
shall discover His presence. He comes
upm us like spice gales from Heaven.
Yeu, His garments smell of pungent, last-
Ing snd all-pervasive myrrh.

Oh, that you all knew His sweetness.
How soon you would turn from your
novals. If the philosopher leaped out of
his hath in a frenzy of joy, and clapped
his hands, and rushed through the streets,
because he had found the solution of a
matlematicnl problem, how will you feel
leaping from the fountain of a Baviour’s
mercy and pardon, washed clean, and
made white as snow, when the question
has been solved: “How can my soul be
saved?” Naked, [frost-bitten, storm-
lashed soul, let Jesus this hour throw
} around thee the “‘garments that smell of
| myrrh, and aloes, and cassia, out of the
ivory places.”

Your second cnriosity is to kmow why
the robes of Jesus are odorous with aloes,
There iz some difference of opinion about
where these aloes grow, what is the color
of the flower, what is the particular ap-
pearance of the herb. Saffice f for you
and me to know that aloes means bitter-
ness the world over, and when Christ
pomes with garments Learing that partic-
| alsr odor, they suggest to me the bitter-
meéss of a Baviour's sufferings. Were
fhere ever such nights as Jesus lived
through—nights on the mountains, nights
on the sea, nights in the desert? Whoever
had such o hard reception as Jesus had?
A hostelry the first, an anjust trial in
oyer and tarminer apother, a foul-
mouthed, yelling mob thelast. Wasthere
! & space on His back ne wide as your two
| Bngers where he was not whipped? Was
there o rpace on EHis brow an inch square
where Ho was not cut of the briars? When
the spiks struck at the instep, did it not

elear through to the ilmllow of the foots
| daeep, bitter pilgrim . Alces!?
M‘T?xo P age

I John leaned his bead oo Christ, but who
did Christ lean on? Five thousand men
fed by the Hoaviour; who fed Jesns? The
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sympathy of a Baviour's heart going out
to the leper and the adulteress; but who

eaothed t* Denied both cradle and
deafli-Udd, He hiad 1 fit place neither to be
born or to did, A poor babs! & poor

lad! A poor young nian! Not s much as
a taper to cheer His dying hivre. Even
the candle of the sun snuffed out., Oh, was
it not dll ploes? All cur sins, SOYTOWH,
bereavemeants, losses, and all the agonies
of earth and hell picked up g¢ o one clus-
ter and squeezed <into one cup, aod that
pressed to His lips until the scrid, nsuseat-
ing, bitter dranght was swallowed with
o disttrted eountenance, and s shudder
from head €8 foot, and a gurgling
:an.gn.lulon. Aloes ! gloes! pothingbut

oes, All this for Himsslf? All to
get the fame fa the world of belng a
martyr?_ All this in a spirit ¢f stubborm«
ness boeause He did not like Cafsar? No!
no! All this becanse He wanted to pluck
viou dod nie from bell, Because He want-
éd ta raise you dnud me fo Heaven. Be-
cousd weé were lost and He wanted us
found. Hecauss we were blind and He
wanted us to see. Bersiise we were sorfs
and He wanted us manumitied, Oh, ye in
whose cup of Jife the saccharine has pre-
dotrilinated; oh, ye who have Jad bright
and upnt‘k‘i’rlg fj_erex_-nge.u. how do you feel
toward Him whd i8 pmir stead, and {5
purchase your disenthralitent; kil the
aloes, the unsavory aloes, the bitief aldes?

Your third curigsity is to know wiy
these garmeiits of Christ are odorous with
easgia. This was o pi&et that w in In-
dia and the adjoining islands. F{;‘;“ o not
care to hear what kind of a flower it nad
or what kind of o stalk. It {s enough for
ma to tell you that it wus nsed medicinal-
ly, Inthaotland and in that age, where
they knew little abott phormacy, cassis
was usod to arrest many forms Gf Glesngs,
8o, whea in my text we find Christ coming
With garmezts that smell of cassia, it sng-
geasts to me the healing and curative power
of ihe Buu oM Ood. “Ch,’” you say, “‘now
you have a supdrilucus ides, We are not
sick, Why do we wanf cissla? Wa nare

athletic: Our respiration & peifact
Our limbs ars lithe, and in thess
cool days we feel that we could
bound like the roa” I beg

to differ, my brother, from you. None
of you ean be, better in physical health
tban I am, and y &t 1 vrst say we are all
sick. I have taken the diagidets of your
case, and have examined ail the best au-
thorities on the subject, and I have come
now to tell you that you are full of wounds,
snd Vruises, and putrefying sores which
Itave ndt yet beed ound np, or mollified
with cintmient. The tidrasnhie of «in is
on us—the palsy, the éropsy, tlie leprosy:
The man that {s expiring to-nigpt on Ful-
ton street—the allopathie and honla-
pathic ddetors having given hinmr up, and
his friends now standing around to take
his last words—is no more certainly dying
as to his body than you are dyviog, unless
we have taken the medicioe from God’s
apotitedai’y. A1) the leaves of this Bibls
are only so0 many prescriptions from the
Divine physician, written, not in Latln,
like the prescriptions of earthly physi-
cians, byt written in plain English, so
that & man, though a fool, may not err
therein. Thank God that the Saviour's gar-
monts smell of cassia,

Buppvise a man were sick, and therewas s
phial on his mantelpiece with medicine he
knew would cure him, and he refused to
take it, what would you say to him? He
is n sunicide. And what do you say of him
who, sick ig sin, has the healing medls
vine of God’s grace Uffered to Lim, dnd re-
fuses in take 147 If he dies he is asuicide.
People talk as though (+Jd trok & man snd
led him out to darkness mnd death—a®
thonght He brogght him up to the eliffs
anud then pushed him off. Oh, no. When
s man is lost it is not because God pushes
him off; It is becaunse he jumps off, Iu
the olden tiines g sulcide was buried at
the crossronds, afid the people wore ne-
cistomed to throw stones upon his grave.
Bo it sceems to me, there may be in this
houss a man who {8 destroying lils ~wn
soul, and as though the angels of God
were here to bury him at the point where
the roads of life and death cross each
#ther, throwingupon the grave the broken
law and a greéat pile of wisapproved priv-
flege; st that those going miay lovk ot the
fenrTul _mound, and lsafrn wiml & @uiciie
it when an immottal soul, for which
Jesns died, puts itself out of the way:

When Christ trod this planet with foot
of flésh, the people rushoed after Him—
people whi were sick; dand three who,
being so sick they -counld not walk, weFe
brought by their friends. Here I sce n
mother lolding up her little child, and
saying: “Cure this croup, Lord Jesns;
cure this scarlet fever.,” And others say-
ing: “Cure this ophthalmia. Give diles
and rest tothis spinal distress. Straighten
this club-foot.” Christ made every hotixe

where He stopped a dispensary. 1 do not
believe that in the nineteen eenturies that
have gone by since His heart his got
hard: 1 feel that we can come now with
all our wounds Of soul and get His
benediction. O Jesus, here we are. Wa
want healing. We want sight, We want
health. We want life. The whole need
not o physician, but they that are sick.
Blessed be God that Jesus Christ comes
through this assemblage now, His “gar-
ments smelling of myrrh”—that means
fragance —“and aloes" —they mean bitter
sacrificial memories—"and cassia'~that
means medicine and cure; and according
to my text, He comes “out of the ivory
palaces,”

You know, or if you do not know I will
tell you now, that some of the pakces of
the olden time were adorned with ivory.
Ahab and S8olomon had their homes furs
nished with it, The tusks of African and
Asiatic elephants were twisted into all
manners of shapes, and there were stairs
of ivory and chairs of ivory and tables of
ivory and floors of ivory and pillars of
ivory and windows of ivary, and fountains
thot dropped into basins of ivory, and
rooms that bad ceilings of ivory. Oh,
white and overmastering beauty! Graen
tree branches sweeping the white curbs,
Tapestry trailing the snowy floors, Brack-
ets of light flushing on the lustrous sur-
roundings. Silvery music rippling to the
beach of the arches. The mere thought
of it almost stuns my brain, and you say:

“Oh, if I conld only have walked over
such floors! If I could have thrown my-
self in such a chair! If I could have heard
the drip and dash of those fountains!"
You shall have something betier than
that if you only let Christ introduce you.
From that place He came, and to that
place He proposes to transpert yon, for
His “garments smell of oiyrrh and aloos
and cassia out of ivory palacos.”

Oh, what a place Heaven must be! The
Tuileries of the French, the Windsor
Castle of the English, the Spanish Alham-
bra, the Russian Kremlin, dungeons com-
pared with {t! Not =0 many castles on
either side the Rhine as on both sides of
the river of God, the ivory palaces. One
for the angels, insafferably bright, wing-
ed, fire-eyed; tempest-charioted; one for
the martyrs, with blood-red robes, from
under the altar: one for the King, the
steps of His palace, the crowns of the
church militant; one for the singers, who
lead the one hundred and forty and four
thousand; omne for you ransomed from
sin; one for me, plucked from the burn-
ing. Oh, the ivory palaces!

To-day it seems to me as if the windows
of those palaces were illumined for some
great victory, and I look and see climbing
the stair of ivory and walking on fioors of
ivory, and looking from windows of ivory,
some whom we knew and loved on earth.
Yes, I know them. They are father and
mother, not eighty-itwo and seventy-nine
years, as when they left us, but blithe and
young as when on their marringe day, and
there are brothers and sisters, merrier
than when we used to romp across the
meadows together. “The cough gone. The
cancer cured. The erysipelas healad. The
heartbreak over. ©Oh, how fair they

LR e

mads me difference to them, for they
stepped from the bome here to the home
there, right inta the ivory palsces. All is
well with them. All is well.

It is not o dead weight that you lift when
¥ou carry o Christian out. Jesus makes
the bed gp soft with velvet promises, and
He says: “Put her down here very gently.
Put that head, which will never ache |
again, on this pillow of hallelujahs. Send
up word that the procession is coming.
Ring the bells, Ring! Open your gate
ya ivory palaces!” Amnd so your lo-n:i
onés ave there. They are just as certain-
I¥ there, baving died in Jesus, as that yon
are here. There is only one thing more
they want. Indeed, there is one fhing in
Heaven they have not got. They want it;
wheat is it? Your company. But, oh, my
brother, unless yon change your track you
céin not reach that harbor. You might as
well tuke the Baltimores & Ohio railroad,
expecing fo that directionto reach Toron-
to, as to go on iu the way some of you are
going, and yet you expect to reach the
ivory palaces. Your Jloved ones are
looking out of the windows of Heaven
now, and yet yon seem to turn your back
upon them. You do not seem %o know
the spund of their voices as well as you
yeed to,or to be moved by the sight of
their Jear foces, Call louder, ye de-
parted onos. Call louder from the ivory

when I think of that place, and
alu!;.m my sotering it, 1 feel awkward; I

and my shoes have

h_'mt is soiled, and

posed {0 fhe wathm,

) and iy X
hair i disheveled; spd . 57
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—The best way to educste ahorseas
a runsway is to leave him standing
being hitched. .~ . -, -
Y —When the hurry of farm work
ceases in sutumn there are many op-
which the season is favorable and tha
time propitious. -
—Pigs should be pushed forward

as a matter of economy, heat belng ex-
pensive in winter. The warmer the
wanther the lower the cost of produc« s
tion. 4 ;

—Morning Glory Gems.—One egg,
two tablespoonfuls melted butter, ons
cup sweet milk, two tablespoonsfuls of
sugar, two cups of flour, two teaspoon- "
fuls baking powder. Bake fifteen
minutes in gem tins.—Albany Journal.

—A wheat farmer should be a stock-
raiser. The coarse crops raised on
the farm can most profitably be fed ta
cattle, sheep or swine; the manure
used to grow wheat, which in tarn Iz
consumed, as are the fattened stoclks,
by man.

—Intelligent work alone ean raise
the farmer out of the rut. Laws may

sit among polished goests; Ho sowie o .
feel nbout Heaven, We nésd to be washed,
we need to be rehabilitated re we
inte the ivory palaces. Eternal God, Iat
the sirges of Thy nardoning mer r
over us,’ I wailf #us only to wash m:
hunds sud oy foetgbrre. Hk= dome skilledy
diver standing on the plerhead, who leaps
into the wave and pomes up at a far.dis.
tant point from where he went in,so 1
wiill to g» down and so I want to come
up. Oh, Jestis, wesh me in the waves of
Thy salvation.

And here [ ask you to solve a mystery
firat Hre Ween oppressing me for thirty
years, I havéirked of doctors of divinity
who have been studying theology half a
semtury, dod they have given nie no satis.
factoly answer, I have turned over all
the books in 17 ¥ibrary, but got no solu-
tion to the guestion, aitd to-day I come
and ask you for an explanationt, By what
logic was Christ ioduced to exchange the
fwory palaces of Heaven for the crucifix-
ion sgonies of eurth? I shall take the
first thonsand m¥llion years in Heaven to
gindy vat that problem, Meanwhile and
now, faking it s« the tenderest and might-
jest of all facts (Bnf Chrlst did come, that
He came with spikes In Ris feel, came
with thorns in His brow, came with spears
in His hear?, t4 save you and to save me.
“God so loved the world that He gave His
only begotten Son, thmt whosoever be-
lieveth in Him should not perish, but have
everlasting !« O, Christ, whelm this
sudience with Thy empppssion. Mow
them down like summer grain with the
harvesting sickle of Thy grace. Ride
thrit'=mhr to-day the conqueror, Thy gar-
ments smeillip - of murrh, and alees, and
cassia, out of the ivaly pelaces.”

0, sinner, fling every thing #lse away
and take Christ! Take Him now, oot toe
morrow. During the night following this
very flay sthere may be an excitement in
your dwelling, spd & tremulous pouring
out of drops from an unsteady and af-
frighted hand, and before to-morrow

morging your chance may be gone.
e R N

ABUSING THE BRAIN;

Peoullur AfMictlons Camsed by @verworlke
fug the Mental Facaitles,

A recent nielieal journal gives the re-
port of & case of singitlar loss of memory
in a yoang girl residing in New Yorl. Bit.
ting in her own room one day she tock upa
packZga of letters which she intended to
snswer, and wad amazed fo find that she
could not remember Lie rames or appear-
ance of any of the writers, all of whom
were ber own personal friends. Ehe was
calm and sand, except upon thi e point;
bor wcmory qf persons seemed 2o be sud-
‘denly snd wholly obliterated hll.‘ﬂ.ly
deseanded ‘o the rootnh where the family
was gathered for dioner, and found that
she could not fémember a single nnme or
face, except that of her mother. Her fath-
er, sisters and brothers appeared 1o her as
sifatgers, nor was it possible fo recsil
them to hef. The facuity of memory pf
persons appeared to beé paraiyzed. It was
found by the physicians that this singuiar
effect was produced by the lodgment of &
tlod of blood upon a certain part of the
brain.

Aunother well-knotvil mental disorder,
which produces forgetfulness of words,
results from abnormal pressure, or soften-
ing, in another part of the brain. The pa-
tient frequently takes one word, such as
“¥es," or “Water,”" and repeais it a thon-
sand times, imagining that he is convers-
fng with flucucy and ease.

CQur object in citiog these painful cases
Is to remind our young readers of a fack
which they are aspt to forget; that the
brain is a pLysicsl organ aa much as the
aye or hand, and, like them, can be, if they
choose, overworked, damaged and wounded
to the death., The lad at school would be
regarded as u fool or madman if he should,
every day, fut a tendon of his arm or in-
ject a poisonous finld into his eye, unjil
the strength of one and the sight of the
other should be destroyed. Yet his daily
cigarette and tipple of wine and whisky
are acting slowly and surely upon the
tissues of the brain, paralyxing and crip-
pling his mental strength.

Tbis warning may seem s needless plati.
tude to aault readers, but there are many
young people who forget, or who do not
know, that the vigor of intellectual lifo de-
jends upon physical as well as spiritual
conditionm The mind of each buman being
is & captive in his body; he ean, if he will,
by drinking, by overeatl ng, or by debauch-
ery, blind and cripple it, as did the Phills.
tines their priscner Bamson. Or he can
train and use the functions of his body as
itz slaves and tools, and somake of it &
royal guest, it for immoertal rule.—Youth™y
Companion,
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RESEATING CHAIRS.

How to Do It Neatly and a Compars=
tively Trifilag Cost. J
Bometimes ona has cane-seat chairs, the
frames of which are good, but their Seats
have given ocut If one wishes 0 resest
such, neatly and—cheapw, -heve Is my
method: Hemove the old seat, cleaning out
all the holes, and if the frames requird
painting or varnishing, do it now. Gut
some twine (do not know the name, Lut
it is the same as florists and seedsmen use
in tying parcels for shipment) about the
siz: of wool twine, a pound costing twenty-
five conts, will wusunally rescat three
chairs. With a darning needle threaded
with a short plece of common twine, and
this loopaed arounad the end of the heswy
twice, draw your twine up through the
hole at left hand back cormer, then down
lhrong’h the corresponding one in front
(consdlt one of the original sents for this
ifnformation), up through the hole to (he
right of that, thoen down through the sac-
ond one of the back and so on until sha

tightly. Then proceed in the same way
from side to side, only you must woava
these into the others alternately over and
undaer. ¢

I gemerally begin with the end right off
the ball, pulling it along so as to make the
warp without piecing, then unwind and
cut off sufficient length to fill ‘n, begin-
ning atths back left hand corner, uf course,
and weave from back to front This makes
the seat of only ooe piece, but "t may he
picced if ¥. by tying under the
frame botwesn holes und tucking the ends
under the selvedge stitches. To flaish off,

a fine number of the same guality as the
heavy twine, thread the darning needle,
paas it up through tbe second hole from
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help, but the farmer must exert him-

s - 1t requires much more skill sndge
hw.‘.:-m'nno'to farm successfully now .
thas it av} tnmm:_;. and for a variety
of reasons, :

—All sorts op ‘oosels aud utensils
may be purified ™ long-retained
smells of any kind, in the “‘““’“ and
most perfect manner, by rins. 2§ them
out well with charcoal powder After
the grosser impurities have beeq
scoured off with sand and water.

—~QCutting dry corn fodder into one-
half inch lengths does not add any-
thing 1o its nutritive elements, but-
Prof. Henry has found by aétual te
that it will cause it to produce from
ten to forty per cent. more butter. All
that is here done is by mechanical -
means, putting the fodder in better
shape for digestion. Digestion costs
foree, and force costs foddor.

—The frequent failure of red clover
of late compels farmers to look for =
substitute for pasture. Nothing better
than rye. Sow it after wheat, early
potatoes or oats. It gives late feed
and early feed. Land intended for
corn next year will afford two moenths’
pasture in the fall and one month in
the spring and a green erop to tum
under—better than weeds.—Farme
Jowrnal,

—Salad Mixture.—Three eggs, well
beaten; to this add one pint of vinegar,
one pint cream, one tablespoonful of
brown sugar, two dessert spoonfuls
mustard, two dessert spoonfuls an-
chovy sauce, two dessert spoonfuls
Harvey sauce, one saltspoonful of salf.
Mix well altogether and bottle ready
for use. If you can not get the above
sauces any other will do, or use salad
oil if preferred.—American Gardén.

—By selecting the best animals and
seeds of the best plants a constant
fmprovement will be the result. By
neglecting to do so, both animals and
plants will degenerate. There is a
tendency to always revert to the origi-
nals, which can only be prevented by
the careful selection of the hardest,
most parfect and best to cli-
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couptry can in the work of im-
provement by giving attention to these
matters.

SANFORD & YOUNG,

ATTORNEYS AT LAY,

COVINGTON, : @ : TEXNN

SMITHEAL & LAUDERDALE,

ATTORNEYSATLAW,

COVINGTON, : : TENNESSEE
Office over Crofford & Clark’s opposle
Leapzr office

SIMONTON & YOUNG,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

Office Over Crofford & Clark’s Store,

COVINGTON, TENN.

BOOT AND SHOE MAKERS.

—_—— .

-

W.J. KNOX &€

Have logsited their shop at the Spaecy
éem& on the northwest corner oll‘t‘l;e

yuare, and are now prepared to doall
kinds of

Boot and Shoa Repairing

in the neatest and best manuner. Any
style of boot or shoe made to order.

W.JI. Kxon&Son
- D.R. CLEAVES,

-
-

Undertaker,
MASON, TENN. .

I have purchased the Underiakers’ es
tahlishment of 8. F. Woodraif. at Mason,
and am now red to 1l all orders in
the undertakers’ line p ‘and at
prices lower than was ever o before.

A GOOD HEARSE |

In readiness night or day.

D. B. CLEAVES. .
R. R. McGregor,

P SO

Ly

ends of heavy binder close, and the work
is compilete, and if the twins is good and
the work well done, will bLe durable.—
Orange Judd Farmer,

A TRUE of the Gospel is the
entire forgetfuiness of self, utter absonce
of auy pretension, and the ’ and
or judgment. Gordan.
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rapidly in growth before cold weather, . 1




